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&UPPENLY, A ©RUFF VOICE 
K SPEAKS OUT...../- 



' flNP WE 
PON 1 T NEEP TC TALK ANY LONGER 
SELLINO OUR RANCHES 15 ALL WE 
CAN VOl ANP RJSHT HERE IN THIS 
PAPER IS A CUSTOMER.' I SAY 
JUMP AT THE CTHANCE WHILE 
WE CAN ' 



no, wait— please 
wait.' i'm sure 

THUNPERClOLIP can 
BE CAUtSHT.' LET'S 
TRY ONCE MORE.' 
POESN'T ANY- 
ONE AS REE 
WITH ME ? 





I PO, JANET.' I'VE NEVER ) THANK YOU, HOPftLONGL 
6EEN A HORSE THAT IF ONLY YOU COULQ 

OOULPN'T BE (TAUGHT MAKE THE RANCHERS 
LJEVE THAT.' 
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HOMLONG CASK* 




PLEASE TURN PASE 




•ROCKY" LAN! 
«nd Black Jack 

Top action stars of 

Republic Pictures. 
See this world fa- 
mous Western 
team at your fa- 
vorite movie. 




COMPASS 

Perfect for hikes, 
camping trips. 
Accurate, de- 
pendable. Sealed 
in face of sun dial. 



I DRINK 

CARNATION 



TWO FLAVORS— 
Chocolate end Natural 
in thrifty l-lb. jars. 



O DAY AND NIGHT 
SIGNALLING DEVICES 

For nightime mes- 
sages-amazing lumi- 
nous plastic dial 
glows in dark after 
exposure to light. For 
daytime messages — 
use non-breakable 
mirror on back. 



amaze your friends with this remarkable 
triple-action Explorer's Sun Watch. Not 
a toy— but 3 real, scientifically-designed 
instruments in 1 ! Be the first to own this 
sensational watch. Order today. 
AND say, pard'NER, take a tip from your 
"Rocky" Lane and Black Jack. 
"Rocky" says, "A Carnation Malt is a 
real he-man drink, chuck full of two- 
fisted energy and eatin' pleasure." Get 
Mom to give you Carnation Malts often. 
They're a cinch to make right at home 
anytime. Tell her to get a jar today— and 
be sure to send for your Explorer's Sun 
Watch at once. 



S Mail this coupon TODAY 




CARNATION MALTED MtlK 
P. O. torn IBS, Hollywood 38. California 

Pleoia tand ma E«plOf«r'» Sun Wokh(esl. For eoth 

wokh I antlota 20* ond I Cornolion Moiled Milk loboL 
(Be tura to land lobal liom front of irr.) 

NAME " 



(Offer expire! Mor.h 30,1951 ond It limited to U.S.A. only ) 
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WHEN IT COMES TO BLOWING BUBBLES, FLEERS DIBBLE BUBBLE CANT BE BEAT/ 

prank h. fleer corp. 
Philadelphia *i. pinna. 
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APACHE FRONTIER 



A True Western Feature 



By Ferris WeddU 




THE stagecoach, drawn by four horses, ca- 
reened down the ribbon road that twisted 
across the desert. Cloud* of dust streamed into 
the air behind the stage, but the dust did not 
obscure the lithe riders that were bearing 
down on the stage. ApaChe warriors I 

Plying his whip with desperation, the driver 
glanced over his shoulder. The heavy rifle in 
the stage guard's hands boomed I A feathered 
brave toppled into the dust. But the others 
came on. 

"It's no use, Jim! 1 * the driver shouted. 
"We're goners . . 

His words trailed off. The heavy reins fell 
from suddenly lifeless hands as he pitched 
over the side, a bullet in his chest 1 The guard 
tried to grab the reins, seeing the Apaches 
swarming in from all sides, hearing their 
shrill whoops. He fired one last desperate shot 
before a bullet struck. 

Soon all was quiet on the desert. The dust 
settled slowly, peacefully, but the smoke from 
the burning stage rose in thin spirals. Once 
again the followers of Cochise, Chief of the 
Chiricahuas Apaches, had been victorious! 



The big man sat at his desk, his fingers 
drumming on the desk top, a frown between 
his blue eyes. He ran his hands up his red 
beard and through his bright red, bushy hair. 
He turned and spoke to the man who sat in- 
tently watching him. 

"I'm going to see Cochise!" 

The other gasped, his eyes widening. 
"You're crazy Tom Jeffords! You go into that 
Indian's camp and he'll have your scalp hang- 
ing from his belt within five minutes!** 

Tom Jeffords grunted. "Maybe. Maybe not. 
I must try it I" He pounded the table. "Do you 
realize that Cochise's warriors are killing off 
our drivers and guards faster than we can get 
them? If I can't persuade Cochise to stop 
this carnage there won't be any more mail 
service, between Bowie and Tucson." 

Jeffords' friend knew there was no use 
arguing with the adamant mail superinten- 
dent. And if anyone could reach Cochise, Jef- 
fords was the man, for the redman trusted 
ilm 

As he rode, alone, toward the dark bulk of 



the Graham Mountains, where he knew the 
powerful Apache Chief had his summer camp, 
Jeffords felt unsure; perhaps, he felt some 
fear. No white man had ever dared go into 
Cochise's country before. 

The day was quiet and beautiful, he thought. 
Then he squinted his eyes against the sun. 
There in the blue distance spirals of smoke 
moved lazily upward. Apache smoke signals I 
They had discovered that a white man rode, 
alone, into Apache country! 

Unhesitating and unhurried, he went on, 
passing from the desert into low foothills that 
were covered with scrubby pine and cedar. He 
could not turn back. He must make peace with 
Cochise so that the Arizona Territory could 
keep its young men alive, so that the frontier 
country could grow. 

Suddenly, from out of nowhere, an Indian 
scout stepped out to block Jeffords* passage. 
The brave's dark face was sullen as he pointed 
a new rifle at the white man. 

"Where do you ride, Red Whiskers?" he 
asked in Spanish. 

To the camp of your great Chief, Cochise," 
Jeffords answered slowly, without fear. "I 
come to smoke the pipe of peace." 

"I know of you," the scout replied. "But 
many white men have talked of peace with 
crooked tongues." 

"Have I ever lied to you?** Jeffords demand- 
ed. 

The Indian shook his head. "I will signal 
the next guard to let Red Whiskers pas* un- 
harmed." 

Tom Jeffords rode on, and ahead of him 
the smoke signals spiraled upward, warning 
the Indian scouts and Cochise. 

Jeffords felt his hair, pushing back his 
big sombrero. He grinned, and spoke aloud. 
"If I get out of this alive, I must have the luck 
of forty Irishmen." 

Toward nightfall, in the high, timbered 
countr^, he entered Cochise's encampment, it 
was an orderly camp. And none of the braves, 
old men. women and children showed surprise. 
The smoke signals had told them that Red 
Whiskers was coming. 

Jeffords dismounted unhurriedly and hand- 
ad his rifle, pistol and knife to an old squaw 
whose dark eye* were filled with hatred. He 
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walked toward the largest tepee in the center 
of the camp, and out of the corner of his eyes, 
he saw the braves finger the knives they wore. 

As he stooped to enter the low flap of the 
tepeef he felt a tremor of fear. Cochise sat, 
cross-legged, near a small fire. He did not look 
up as the white man entered. Jeffords had met 
the Chief and talked with him before, but 
Cochise had been ori white man's territory. 

He sat down, and silently, studied the dark, 
intelligent face without appearing to do so. 
He was remembering that not long ago Co- 
chise had been friendly with the white in- 
vaders. This was before 1860 when Cochise's 
tribesmen hauled wood for the Overland Stage 
Company and had grown to like and trust 
Captain Jeffords. 

Then it happened! A greenhorn Army Lieu- 
tenant arrested Cochise and four of his fol- 
lowers for a crime they did not commit. 

"Turn Cochise loose or we will have all 
the Indians on the warpath," Jeffords had 
begged the Army officer. 

The Lieutenant refused. Later, Cochise man- 
aged to escape and took with him two pros- 
pectors to trade to the Army for his four men. 
The officer would not trade. The Indian Agent 
went to talk to Cochise and was held prisoner. 
In trying to escape the Agent was killed. And 
in a fit of rage, the Army officer hanged the 
four Indians. Cochise hanged the two pros- 
pectors and the Indian war was on! 

"Never again will the Apaches try to live 
in peace with the white man," the Apache 
Chief vowed with terrible anger. 

A sigh of despair almost escaped Jeffords, 
now. Slowly, he spoke. "I come to talk of 
peace, Cochise." 

Silently, Cochise passed the long peace pipe 
to the white man. A half-smile moved his tight 
pressed lips. 

"^ou are a brave man and a foolish one to 
come here," he said in Spanish. 

"I had hoped you would remember that I 
speak with a straight tongue — that I have 
wanted to keep peace." He puffed the pipe. 
"Now, I speak for myself, though it is selfish. 
I want to. run my mails in peace." 

Cochise said nothing for a long time. When 
a squaw came in, he told her to bring food and 
drink. Then the white man and the redman 
ate and drank together as they talked. Once 
again Jeffords was amazed jm the vast knowl- 
edge and wisdom of the Indferi leader. Had he 
been born of different skin, he would have 
been a great leader in our country. 

At last Cochise spoke the words that 
brought joy into Jeffords' eyes. "You have my 
promise that never again will my braves harm 
your a tag •coach**." 



Thus was begun on* of the strangest friend* 



ships in the old West. In the years that fol- 
lowed, Jeffords often visited Cochise. And 
in time, the white man became the blood- 
brother of the Indian Chief. It was an honor 
that few white men achieved. • 

All across Arizona Territory, the Apaches 
killed and raided. But Jeffords* stages went 
through, unharmed. One day a high-ranking 
Army official came to see Jeffords. 

"You must help us," the officer begged. "If 
we don't stop Cochise, soon Arizona will have 
no people left — except these redskins! You're 
a friend of Cochise. Help us take him captive. 
Maybe we can force him to stop this stupid 
war." ' 

Jeffords paled with anger. "Cochise is your 
enemy because of the stupidity of one officer! 
Do you think I would help you make another 
stupid mistake?" 

He talked to Cochise about it, and he 
watched the deep sadness on the dark face, 
and heard the sadness in his voice. 

"The Apaches have lost against the invasion 
of the white man," Cochise murmured. "But 
my people would rather die than become slaves 
of the white race." 

The Indian wars raged on. Jeffords knew 
that the Army officer was right — that soon 
there would be no whites left in Arizona Ter- 
ritory. He must do something! But he would 
not betray Cochise. , ■ 

It was Jeffords, finally, who brought about 
peace between the white men and the Chiri- 
cahuas Apaches. He took General Howard, 
alone, and unarmed, to talk peace. Cochise and 
his tribe agreed to settle on a reservation pro- 
vided that Jeffords was appointed Indian 
Agent. 

Jeffords accepted the job because it would 
be the one sure way in seeing that the Indians 
were treated fairly. Peace reigned for a time. 
Other Apache Chiefs made futile wars later, 
but Cochise and his tribe kept their word. 

In later years, Cochise was afflicted with a 
strange disease that baffled doctors. One night 
he sent for his friend and bloodbrother, Tom 
Jeffords. 

"I am going to die, my friend," he said. "I 
do not regret it, except for my people. Promise 
me that you" will look after them." 

He sent to the nearest Army post for a doc- 
tor, but it was too late — Cochise died at sun- 
rise the next day. 

Somewhere on the western slopes of his 
stronghold in the Chiricahuas, Cochise was 
buried in an unmarked grave. No white man, 
except Jeffords, ever knew the site of the 
grave. And he never would tell anyone. His 
friend must rest in the peace that only death 
could bring. 

THE END 
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Kidsl Here are the card* you've been waiting fort Real Hopalong 
Cassidy picture cards showing and telling the stories of 8 thrilling 
Hopalong movies. Real Hoppy souvenirs to save and trade . the 
same famous Western star you follow on television and in the 
movies. You get these cards free in every wrap of Hopalong Cassidy 
Picture Card Gum. One card FREE in every Penny piece. SIX 
cards FREE in every 5f wrap. Start collecting now! 

Teaiuriry ihese Sqreai- movfe*-! 
^Borrowed T?oub/e ~*Vevtfi P/ayqround _ 
-*Daryerou$ f^nfurs * Toof!$$o/cf 
* Hoppys Widey ^iteVead Zbn'tVream 
* Unexpected ^vetf * Jv/se Poradise 

•fi+tTbrdner — /3& rea/ fine gum, -ho/ 
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LITTLE' ARROW/ (4 ERF 1* CHAMCB TO 
SET JOS. WE (JfiEP MOWEV" 

To CAT so LET'S r^? ND LltCE To 

WORK; BOT WO <&OT 
choice / 0<6tf t WE 
<=>o in/ 
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NOW ACHIEVED FOR 
THE FIRST TIME! 



A HANDLEBAR THAT'S A PERFECT SHOCK ABSORBER 
GIWNC A MOST COMFORTABLE, SAFE-FLOATMG RIDE 



C/cz/yccCL. 

SPRING 
HANDLEBARS 

PATENTE6 ALL OVER THE WORLD 




The GAZDA Spring Handlebar for Bicycle — Motor- 
cycle with its high quality steel spring element, is 
scientifically designed to eliminate all shocks and 
vibrations to (he rider which even the most expen- 



ALL SHOCKS ABSORBED 
UNBREAKABLE 
FITS ANY BICYCLE 
UN BEND ABLE 



sive Spring Fork cannot do. This magic patented 
Spring Element is enclosed iff a rustproof high polished 
flexible CHROM/-NUM Bar, giving smartness to 
every Bicycle — Motorcycle. 



SAFETY • COMFORT • SMARTNESS • FOR ONLY *4.»* POST PAID 
(ASK FOR GAZDA Spring Handlebors for Motorbike— Motorcycle — give Moke & Model) 



T00% MONEY BACK & 



(guarantee 



MAIL COUPON-—*-—— 

] AMERICAN OCTANATOR CORP. 
(Bicycle Department] 



i If these handlebars do not prove to be' / 

^ the safest and most comfortable you J 

o, have ridden with, your money will be y 

c immediately refunded. 



ridence, R. t. 

Pleoie ruin me one GAZDA Spring Handlebar for Bicycle. I am enclosing 
Check — Money Order for $4.95. 



